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teased the soldiers on the engines, who laughed back at them.
The crowd began to cheer a motor-car from which a very ugly
man -waved his arms, and to follow it up the avenue clapping;
with them went the police and the fire-engines. One could
not tell if they were shouting Tsaldaris or Plastiras. In the
hotel we received more explanations. "Plastiras was in
prison. It had all been done very quietly. Veiiizelos and
Tsaldaris had arranged it with the President of the Republic.
The soldiers had fraternized. The dictatorship was a wash-out.
General Condylis had flown last night to Athens from Salonica.
Plastiras had taken him prisoner, but he had escaped and 'was
marching with his army from Thebes on Athens. To-night
there would be a big battle as Condylis wished to avenge
Plastiras' execution of the Cabinet in 1922."
We went out again. "Tsaldaris" was being shouted every-
where. There were still crowds in the boulevard, but suddenly
down a side street we saw a ragged collection of men marching
with staves in their hands, on many of which the olive leaves
still remained. Some carried only small uiitrirnmed branches.
They looked like a -woodcut of Jack Cade's rebellion from a
child's history-book. It was at this moment that we heard
the rattle of machine-guns. Everyone ran giggling into
doorways. "They're only blank, of course," was said know-
ingly. Turning into Stadium. Street some soldiers rushed up
to us pointing down and crying, "Kato, Kato." The machine-
guns began again.
The street, in normal times so straight and dull, became an
enormous affair of shadows and relief, of embrasures and
exposed spaces. The kiosk at the corner seemed as far away
as it would to a baby who could just walk, or to a very lame
old man. As -we ran round the corner volleys seemed to come
from every direction. People threw themselves flat on the
ground and hid behind trees. The Noah's Ark passed down
the end of the street with the snouts of machine-guns thrusting
from the wooden windows. We came to a little restaurant
where we had dined the day before. The crowd surged on
the steps and the doors were barricaded, but when they recog-
nized us we were let in. La the falling night more men with